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TOC H JOURNAL 


Vol. XXVIII DECEMBER, 1950 No. 12 


Festivals 


FesTIVALs are no end of a business, as those behind the 
scenes know well and those who attend them find out. Arc 
they worth all the trouble and expense? We believe that the 
overwhelming majority of the five thousand who took part in 
the Festival in London on November 18-19 will not hesitate 
to say ‘Yes’. 


What follows is but a summary of the main events on the 
programme of those two days. Even then it fails to record 
some of the deepest and most abiding moments—the quiet 
fullness of the Communion services, the words that werc 
spoken by Festival preachers on Sunday morning—Louis O. 
Heck in All Hallows, Tubby in St. Margaret Pattens, Paul 
Webb in Wesley’s Chapel. And it fails altogether, as it can- 
not but do, to record all the ‘off-the-record’ experiences of 
so great a gathering of individual men and women in one 
place at onc time. So much ought to be said, but is not 
attempted, about the ceaseless coming and going on Tower 
Hill and round Headquarters, where hosts and hostesses, 
armed with smiles and teapots, strove hour after hour to make 
visitors from all corners of the country. indeed of the world, 
truly at home. And what happened round so many frresides 
where London families entertained visiting members of the 
great Family? These things must go unsaid, but they arc 
very precious and will remain in some memorics always, for 
they are the very stuff of the fellowship we know and love 
in Toc H. 


Шинээ | 


A Festival is not at all the same as a ‘beano’, for it sets 
out with a different intention. It is a time of refreshment and 
renewal, a journey of discovery, a revelation of an idea bigger 
than we had expected, the impetus to make fuller use of 
resources in Toc H we only half knew to exist. It is what 
happens in our Branches afterwards that sums up a Festival 
and really matters. 


Praise, Witness and Renewal 
Saturday, November 18 


The AIR OF DESOLATION which normally hangs 
' over the City and London Bridge at week-ends was dispelled 
early on Saturday afternoon by a two-way traffic of Toc H 
members making their way оп foot to St. Paul's, Wesley's 
Chapel or Southwark Cathedral. In so doing they were but 
following trails trod centuries before and chronicled by Dan 
| Chaucer. They were readily recognisable, not only by their 
| ties and scarves, for every sixth man appeared to be carrying 
| a sausage-shaped roll that encased a Branch banner. 
In all well over 5,000 people assembled in three of the largest 
places of worship to be found in the country—St. Paul's 
Cathedral with 2,400, Wesley’s Chapel with some 1,700 and 
Southwark Cathedral with over 1,000. 
| 
| 


St. Paul’s 


Many regard the survival of St. Paul’s through the destruc- 
tion of its surroundings in war-time as a symbol of the reality 
of the living Church of Christ, and its crowded congregation 
on Saturday afternoon might well be taken as symbolic of the 
survival of a living Toc H. The long procession of fifty robed 
Toc H padres was followed by a smaller procession of the 
Lord Mayor of London and his Sheriffs attending by their 
own wish. The service itself was simple but very moving, 
the hymns filled the vast space with an immense body of 
sound. We gave thanks to God; we acknowledged our 
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failures; we pledged ourselves to fresh cffort. "The sermon of 
the Bısgor or WaxzrrELD (the Rt. Rev. В. Р. Wilson) matched 
all this in directness and simplicity. 


“Except the Lord build the house, their labour is but lost that 
build it” (Psalm 127) was his text. Movements, like projectiles, he 
said, tend to losc their velocity and fall; like extinct volcanoes they 
can solidify into mere institutions or organisations. Toc H was 
moulded first in the crucible of war, hatred and death—but out of 
the strong can come forth sweetness, out of evil good, out of darkness 
light. 


When we light our Lamps we must remember that there is still 
darkness around them, in our midst still people alone and friendless. 
Our cross-section of membership has always behind it the Upper 
Room: Toc H cannot give to the world what it is meant to give 
without a vital faith amongst its members. — **Except the Lord build 
the House. . .” 


Wesley’s Chapel 


John Wesley’s Chapel, that most historic shrine of 
Methodism in the heart of London City, was well furnished 
with guests; indeed all the emergency seating came into play. 


“I dare not go on to the Festival tonight unless it means my 
acceptance of the vision of God and the total surrender of myself 
to that vision. Only at that cost are infinite resources available. For 
His sake, and for their sakes whom we serve, we sanctify ourselves.” 
So ended the Festival sermon at Wesley's Chapel by the Rev. 
Crartes E. Raven. As any preacher in Wesley’s pulpit must, Dr. 
Raven searched and warmed our hearts. From his personal experience 
of the Old House he linked past with present. Today is an 
accepted time and, if we are fit to be used, a day of salvation. 


“What have Toc H members to say about the equality of man 
and woman, of the present tension between communism and 
democracy, of the gulf between black and white? We must take 
decisions or they will be taken by others. Fellow-workers with God, 
we must not despair for the present day, but go back to the source 
of unlimited power—the power by which the disciples turned the 
world upside down and changed history, from which we date our 
years. Jesus gave them the challenge of Himself; do we take Him 
seriously? As with the burning bush, so He first illumines us, then 
stabs us awake to our own hypocrisy, lying and cheating; then He 
sets us free to do His will. There 15 no crown without а cross; no 


433 


E. 


resurrection without a death. Free from the fear of pain or death 
we sce afresh the wonderful world of God and men. For His sake 
and theirs we sanctify ourselves.” 

The Rev. Комар V. Spivey, Minister of Wesley's Chapel, 
Jed the service and prayers; Harotp Howe, Administrator of 
Toc H, read the lesson; Crtartes СївАШ, was at the organ. 


Southwark Cathedral 


Southwark Cathedral must surely be one of the homeliest 
of churches, or so it seemed as the Family packed it to the 
doors to share in ‘an Act of Praise and Renewal’. The Mayor 
and the Mayoress of Southwark were with us. The singing 
and the responses were wholehearted, and the address by 
the Rev. К. C. Oxiver (once of Toc H staff and now 
Commandant of the R.A.Ch. Training Centre), was in tune. 

‘Taking for his text Joshua 1. v. 9., he showed how, down the 
ages, God has used small numbers of ordinary men to carry out 
His tasks. Did we think God had stopped doing that today? “Сод 
kingdom is already established #ow@—He doesn’t wait for us, here. 
Where He reigns cruelty, stupidness, laziness, and ignorance are 
already banished, and nothing that happens here on earth can ever 
shake it .. . Let us dedicate ourselves once more to the service of 
God, despite our own weaknesses, in the certainty that the Holy 
Spirit will strengthen and help us.” 


Festival Evening 


"Tus ROYAL ALBERT HALL, that Victorian veteran 
affectionately known as "The Kensington Gas Works’, was a 
fortress closely invested by a mob of our members long before 
opening-time. At last the large afternoon audience from 
another show streamed out and a flood of Toc H ties streamed 
in; over five thousand members, wives and friends quickly 
filled the arena and stalls and were banked up in the boxes 
like nesting gulls on a cliffface. This gigantic ‘O’ is the 
right shape to contain a Family circle. 


434 Opposite: The Banners stand ready for ‘Light’ 
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Punctually on the dot of 7 o’clock the organ stopped playing 
and the BRENTFORD AND Cuiswick MUSICAL Society, a new set 
of most enthusiastic friends, led off with three songs—a Song 
of Scotland to a familiar old tune but with the words of 
Robert Louis Stevenson (fit tribute to his centenary a week 
earlier), "Sing me a song of a lad that is gone . . . over the 
sea to Skye”; Parry's England, with a paraphrase of the 
splendid words put into John of Gaunts mouth b 
Shakespeare; and a Song of Wales, “All through the Night”. 
The ice, if any, was well broken, and it flew into small pieces 
as two voices, a Cockney hailing Manchester, were bandied 
right across the Hall, while spotlights from the gallery 
searched frantically round the audience to find the speakers. 
At last they were located, one low down in the stalls, the 
other high up in the balcony. Very soon this ‘back-chat’ 
(unannounced but not unplanned) ended with one speaker 
saying "Here's the little man we all want to sec—over to you, 
Tubby!” With that the roving spotlights concentrated on 
the platform, and there stood Tussy amid a roar of welcome. 


'Tubby's Welcome 


His first stentorian word was "Rex", and everybody knew, 
or ought to have known, that it was a just tribute to the 
General Secretary on whom the main burden of a Festival, 
in all its innumerable details, falls. Tubby’s welcóme to the 
Family lasted but for a few moments, but the rounds of 
laughter which greeted his twists of humour and the tense 
silence at his serious moments were signs that the old magic 
was back upon the Albert Hall platform again. 


The next turn in this variety programme scarcely needs 
description, for the millions of ‘fans’ of Perer Broucn (with 
the incorrigible Archie Andrews) know just what to expect 
when they switch on their wireless sets of an evening. CHARLES 
SHADWELL introduced them and sat at the piano to accompany 
their final song. It was a hilarious twenty minutes while the 
master of ventriloquism and his doll chuckled and whispered 
and contradicted each other, fooling to the top of their bent. 
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After that Morey Їлсов stepped to the microphone to read 
some messages: "Grectings from Acstralia—with a score of 
twenty-five! Toc H at home, with thirty-five, seems set for 
à century. We rejoice to play the game with you, and in all 
good things will do our best to ‘follow on' ", from Canada 
(Eastern and Winnipeg), from India, Malta, The Middle East, 
Montevideo, New Zealand and South Africa; from Padre 
Herbert Leggate (in Toronto). As the climax there came a 
Royal Message, in answer to one from the Family: “The 
Queen and І sincerely thank all members of Toc H and their 
friends assembled at their Festival for their Rind and loyal 
message which as your Patrons we deeply appreciated— 
GEORGE R.” The audience rose to sing the National Anthem. 


Brief Interlude 


Then came the interval, during which the bars and the 
maze of corridors of the Albert Hall swarmed like the tunnels 
of an antheap. Too soon for many the bells were ringing to 
summon them back to their seats for the second part of the 
programme. The organ suddenly hushed its loud voice. A 
trumpet fanfare rang out as the lights went down. The curtain 
was up for the Masque. 


Nobody, when challenged, seems to know what a Masque 
really is or ought to be. Generally speaking, it is a kind of 
‘morality’ play, its subject the conflict of Good and Evil—as 
in the most famous that has come down: to us, Milton's 
Comus. Other traditional ingredients are singing and a sword- 
fight, known of old as ‘the barriers’, ‘Credo—I Believe’ 
conformed to this pattern; it was a sort of simple ‘bed-time 
story’ in four episodes, told with great zest by young students 
of the LONDON Acapemy or Music амп Dramatic Arr. 


Qut of the darkness at the far end of the Hall a little 
figure ran out into a green spotlight across the arena and 
danced on to the stage—Mischief who was to embroil every 
episode. And then the antagonists, Good Intent and Evil 
Counsel marched out from behind the stage, took up their 
commanding positions in the front corners and began their 
duel of words about the soul of man, 
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There is no need here to follow in all its details the swiftly- 
changing action of the next half-hour. The Spiv, who believed 
in ‘Nothing’ tried to peddle his ill-gotten nylons to the melan- 
choly music of a dance band and fell at a revolver shot from 
the Thug. The Profiteer, who believed in ‘Myself’ met his 
like-minded Sweetie-pie and both, in turn, were siezed and 
dragged off by the bodyguard of a ranting Dictator. Man’s 
soul was not doing at all well until a Sainz (his patched brown 
habit was that of St. Francis) limped on to the stage, fell 
upon his knees in prayer (the voice of a man singing his 
thoughts came out of the darkness behind), rested while village 
girls danced to the oldest tune in English music (‘Sumer is 
icomen in’) and started up to call halt to a fierce sword-duel 
of two men fighting over a woman: in spite of all he declared 
his belief in ‘Man’, because he believed in ——. 

And then the Sign was given by which men could say they 
believed in ‘God’. Across the arena, slowly, in dim light, 
came a Mother and her Husband, while a clear and lovely 
voice out of the dark which shrouded the scene sang that 
flower of old English carols, "I sing of a Maiden that is 
matchless”, ‘The Mother sat enthroned upon the stage, hidden 
in her cloak, and all the characters of the Masque crept in to 
gaze at her and to wonder. Then at a moment her cloak fell 
away and revealed the Mother of God with the Child in her 
arms. She rose to her feet and began to say the most revolu- 
tionary words ever spoken—Magzificat, “My soul doth 
magnify the Lord”. “Не hath put down the mighty from 
their seat’’—and the Dictator dropped on one knee; "Не hath 
exalted the humble"—and the Saint rose in adoration; “the 
rich Бе hath sent empty away"—and the Spiv and the 
Profiteer shrank back dismayed. Then, with the dancing girls 
bearing flowers in front, all the characters moved slowly across 
the arena in procession to the singing of the choir and disap- 
peared. It was left to the two protagonists of Good and Evil 
on the stage to finish their hot argument, and its end came 
triumphantly when Good Intent stepped to the front with out- 
stretched arms and cried "Come, all ye faithful". 


Оггочть:--ароус: ‘‘Sweet-singing in the Quire” 
below: "Му soul doth magnify the Lord” 
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The faithful responded at once, a steady stream of Toc H | 
Banners streaming from three entrances at once оп to the plat. 
form and up the tiers behind it; these were the visible sign 
of the life of 420 Toc H Branches, and more than twice as 
many, the world over, were behind them unrepresented, The 
scene built up minute by minute to a great climax of colour 
in the brilliant light upon the stage. It was much more than 
a beautiful spectacle : it was a token of the united purpose of 
the Family that made the beholders think, at once proudly and | 
humbly, of the real significance of the whole Festival. 


Behind them came the Patron’s Lamp, in the hands of 
ARTHUR PETTIFER, as so often on previous occasions—and those 
who do not know the old ‘Gen’ should read again Chapter VII 
of Tales of Talbot House. Last of all came Tubby himself. 


Hail, Joyful Light! 

With the choir singing “Hail joyful Light!”, the lights in 
the Hall faded out slowly until only the tiny golden flame of 
the Patron’s Lamp focused all eyes upon the centre of the 
stage. Tubby’s voice led the Ceremony of ‘Light’. There 
was deep silence for a full minute in the vast, dim Hall, the 
rumble of the final response, and the lights slowly came up 
again, with singing. Then a Voice came out through the 
amplifiers speaking the grand words of Isaiah—‘‘The people 
that walked in darkness have scen a great light” and, after a 
pause, the Blessing. To the marching tune of “Со forth with 
Сод”, sung by the Choir, the Banners began to leave the Hall. 
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That was not quite the end, for one new final touch was to 
bring the whole audience together. The players ran out from 
behind the scene and as they received a warm curtain-call they 
linked hands in company with all the other folk in the Hall 
and sang ‘Auld Lang Syne’. This rise and fall of five thousand 
pairs of arms, like the rhythmic waves of a vast sea, was so 
exciting to take part in that it is likely to be repeated. 

Prompt at 9 o'clock, as punctually as it had started, the 
Festival Evening ended. For half an hour the audience were 
frce to mect each other in the bars and restaurants of the Hall. 
And so home, happily, through the rain. 
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Dicraron: ‘Take the woman too, and teach them both obedience\”’ 


"Brothers, we are all in God's hand. Put ир your swords\” 
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The Family Gathering 
Sunday, November 19 


Tue WORD ‘LYCEUM’ means in most European countries 
a secondary school, but in London it used to stand in the 
minds of the ancients for Henry Irving playing in The Bells 
to a pit breathless with horror. The moderns have exchanged 
Irving’s name for ‘Harry Roy and his Band’ and have buried 
the historic pit decently under an immense dance floor. Ancient 
and modern are deliciously blended today. The old рго- 
scenium arch with its coloured ‘limes’ survives and the semi- 
circle of heavily gilded boxes. An enormous lustre chandelier 
(period of the Great Exhibition) drips with diamonds of glass, 
but it is outshone by fantastic parasols (period of the Festival of 
Britain) shading powerful lamps in whose light Irving never 
raved. What jollier place, what more topsy-turvy, what more 
suited to a Toc H Family Gathering than the changing but 
undying Lyceum? Certainly we have never beaten it. 

A full thousand members, men and women, met and moved 
and mixed with complete freedom on the dance floor or in the 
boxes; they consumed an excellent tea at ease in the gallery; 
they squatted on the stage once sacred to Shakespeare’s heroes 
and villains. A notice on the wall said “No Jiving рот Mon- 
day to Saturday, Sunday only.’ And though this was a 
Sunday no Toc H member was actually seen standing on his 
head or throwing a member of the Women’s Section negli- 
gently over his shoulder. Good nature stopped just short of 
jiving, but a very good time was had by all. 

Tommy Аѕоїлтн, Chairman of East Yorks Area, took the 
chair, which means stood at the ‘mike’. He started by 
describing an effort by his Branch at ‘extension’ to a small 
market town. One of them visited the police station and found 
half the force on duty—the other man was at a cricket match. 
Tommy himself, being a schoolmaster, went in search of his 
opposite number but was told “He lives ten miles out—nobody 


with any sense lives here”. Instead he was handed on to "а 
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chap called Smith, keeps a stationer’s shop, lives in the place 
—but he's only been here three months”. Then they called on 
the local Methodist minister—to find the quarterly Methodist 
meeting in progress, and stayed to tell it about Toc H. Finally 
they arranged their first Toc H meeting: four people turned 
up, only two of them locals. Second meeting: six visitors, 
no locals. And all the same—on the very next Thursday after 
this Family Gathering in London—Tommy was to take a 
Toc H Lamp to Carlton to bestow it on the new Branch. 

Next, out steps Harry Сеш, (Central Executive) to lead on 
the boys’ choir of the Forest Hill Secondary School, of which 
he is headmaster—a big choir with some small singers, a 
prizewinner at many competitions. They did some lively and 
lovely singing, sometimes helped by the great audience seated 
on the dance floor, and they did another 'turn' in the second 
half of the programme which ended with that half- 
forgotten classic Rogerum. They well earned their applause. 

There followed a Roll Call, which gave a chance to cheer 
especially members from the more distant Áreas and from 
Overseas. There was a great ovation for our old Belgian 
friends, MarceL and Yvonne Deryncx, who live next door to 
the Old House at Poperinghe and have done much for it since 
Yvonne, as a small schoolgirl, attended Tubby’s Christmas 
Party there in 1916. 

'Three Speakers 

The Family was by now ready for more solid food and 
listened with delighted attention to three speeches, very much 
to the point. First there was Padre Сп.вЕкт М/плламе, looking 
and speaking like his old self after his recent serious illness. 
He was due to set out three days later for Naples, where he 
will serve the British community as Chaplain throughout the 
winter. Although he was leaving the Staff, he was not, of 
course, saying farewell to the Family but he took the oppor- 
tunity of telling it some home truths. 

There were moments, he said, when with regard to Toc H he found 
himself in the position of Bobby Howes in the play Nothing but 
the Truth when he had to be utterly honest about a lady's hat and 
could only murmur “It’s B.A.” If Тос H was to succeed we must 
all discipline our lives. 
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followed. He also was on the point of leaving England— 
for Cape Town four days later. He concentrated on one facet 
of the Toc H task in South Africa, the things it was trying 
to do for the native population. 


He spoke of the organisation which runs a series of native boys’ 
clubs. The contribution of Тос Н had been not so much in the 
clubs themselves as in helping the native leaders of them to think 
out a way of life for themselves. He spoke of night schools for 
natives started by Toc H and of its work in the West 
Fort Leper Hospital. He 
went on to the Toc H 
scheme in Natal to found 
a settlement at Rotha’s Hill 
to tackle T.B., the greatest of 
all scourges among natives. 
This was to be much more 
than a hospital : it was plan- 
ned to be the home of a 
little Christian community 
of Toc H men and women 
devoting their lives to the job, 
a full-time staff which would 
welcome temporary help from 
other members prepared to 
face the discipline of the 
venture, They hoped this 
would prove to be a prac- 
tical example of the spirit of 
Toc H in a country stricken 
with racial and political strifc. 


| Вомагр ANDERSON, General Secretary of Toc H South Africa, 


Row ANDERSON speaking, with 
Tommy ASQUITH in close support 


Then came D. 1, Menzies, Hon. Commissioner of Тос Н, 
Victoria, who warmly acknowledged the help given to 
Australia in staff and literature from home. 


Toc H Australia had tried to meet the needs of Servicemen 
from home during the war, and the Government had shown its 
| appreciation by giving our Movement the camp at Port Lonsdale, 
which Toc H had now transformed into a holiday centre for 
i children from the slums of the congested areas. It served Toc H 
also as a home for training week-ends and Family gatherings. “We 
are one with you", he went on. “This country is the joint 
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work of your fathers and our 
fathers—they tilled these fields 
together. When we come home 
we return to our birthright, and 
when you come to Australia you 
go to another part of your 
heritage.” 


Еверрів (Sir Frederick) 
Bain, who had been Chair- 
man of the Festival Com-: 
mittee since the carliest days, 
was to have chaired the last 
part of the programme, but 
he lay in hospital—as it 
proved, upon his death-bed 
(see page 454). A last gallant 


message from him was read 


by Mortty Jacos, Chairman | 7 
of the Central Executive, D. I. MENZIES, 
who now took his place. He telling of our joint heritage 


began by thanking all concerncd—stewards and programme 
sellers, hostesses on Tower Hill and London members and 
their wives who had given hospitality, padres who had 
arranged services, Headquarters and especially Rex CarkiN, 
"the great leader of all Festivals". Then he introduced 
Norman Mot ey, who was making his first public appearance 
аз the newly-appointed Chief Anglican Padre. 


Norman said that the weekend had taught him rather a severe 
lesson. Like many outsiders, he had realised the glamour of Toc H 
history but a year ago still thought Toc H had made its contribution. 
But the three crowded churches and the moving spectacle of the 
Branch banners on Saturday had convinced him more and more that 
he would need all their prayers and the grace of God to measure 
up to the size of his new job. ‘““The prayer we all utter more than 
any other says "Thy Kingdom come’, and to us is given the com- 
mission to assist with that building мото; the potentialities of this 
great company of men and women committed to building the 
Kingdom of God are terrifying. Wherever men and women render 
any form of service to others, there is the beginning of this Kingdom. 
It is not just the parson’s job—it must be done by you.” 
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“I am quite convinced of one thing—that the value of all our 
work will amount to very little in the long run if it is not based 
on the fact that it is in Christ that we live and move and have our 
being. Lift up your hearts! As we go back from the glamour апд 
excitement of this Festival we go back to do veal work—back with 
a new estimate of the resources we have scarcely begun to use, back 
with a new vision and renewed hope.” 


Norman went on to short Family Prayers, the only fit end- 
ing to two days of happy and uplifting experience. A last 
sight and sound as the crowd began to break up and drift 
into the wet Strand outside: in two boxes above the dance 
floor the Oberammergau pilgrims from last July were still 
exchanging yarns and snapshots in lively fellowship; and on 
the floor itself an impromptu choir were singing great hymns 
with such fervent Cwm Rhondda harmony that everybody 
said “Wales as usual! "—they turned out to be some Stafford- 
shire lads from Hednesford. So they sang out a Festival that 
will long be remembered. 


With Yusuy on the Mat at the Family Gathering 
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We beg Nobody’s Leave to Announce 


to our very highly Refpected Clients in 
every Part of the Inhabited Globe that 


| A Special Run of 
This Notorious Vehicle 


| The Toc Ш Journal 
Herewith brings to Them 


"HN e " | 
| €hrittmas Fare 
й and all Good Wifhes for the 

| Feftive Seafon from its Operators, 


Mefsrs. Barkis & Ches. Unlimited 
from their Offices in the City of IVeftmtnfter 


| God Save the Wing | 


Impr. Geo. Marshall at his prefs in Newhams Row near Bermondfey Abbey 
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Seven Miles to Christmas 


For A MOMENT on waking the Boy reached for the 
warmth of his father and then drew back quickly remem- 
bering. Justa month before a great stone had fallen where 
his father worked in the deep coal seam and a few days 
later the hymn of farewell had sounded outside their house. 
But now his aunt was lighting a candle and gently remind- 
ing him that it was Christmas morning. 

“Mother. how is she?" 

“Better a little, you can see her after breakfast." 

"Am | going to Gran's for dinner?" 

"Yes, to be sure. Hurry now and a good wash mind. 
no half measures. I've brought you some hot water.” 

Porridge islanded in milk with brown sugar and a nut 
of butter and then to the Boy's joy, after a new slice from 
the good fat pig hanging from the rafters, toast and Christ- 
mas honey, Just the thing before doing the seven miles to 
Gran's house up in the valley. Then a grin and a kiss for 
his mother, lying pale and smiling in the little bedroom, 
and the Boy was on his way. 

He thought of the big pond just beyond the village. 
There’d be a good slide if it was frozen. The cottages 
were beginning to show the first smoke of the day. À 
door opened behind him and his name was called. 

“Look, Гуе got a sword!" 

The bright tin sheath and gilted hilt glinted and shone 
in his friend's hands. ^ : 

"Good for Santa! It's a beauty! Shall we have battles 
after Christmas?" ; 

"Yes, yes! Watch now!" 

The sword was drawn with a flourish. Its poor. soft, 
leaden blade wobbled drunkenly. The two boys laughed 
and their eves were full of the wild days to come in the 
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gorse and bracken. A woman came to the door and gave 
her poor neighbour's son a penny and an orange. 

A little way beyond the village he turned aside to find the 
big pond. It was a glorious gift, hard and white. With his 
hob-nailed boots he took the long swift slide. 

“Oi Boy! Like a ride on my back?” 

It was the Poacher. Not even the crimson glow of the 
new sun shining at his back could dim the shine of his red 
face grinning from the other bank. In a minute the Boy 
had his legs over the man’s broad shoulders. From side 
to side they sped, the Boy a ruthless and exultant rider. 

"Keep the pot a-boiling, come on, gec-up!" he shouted. 

“Damn! No more, I’m done.” Suddenly the man stooped 
and the Boy tumbled laughingly into the coarse frosty grass. 

“Look! Гуе got an orange and a penny.” 

They sat resting awhile on the bank. 

“Good. And you had a slide on my back!" 

"Inm lucky, I know." 

"Not as lucky as your mother. Look in there!" The 
Poacher lifted his old black coat and within its capacious 
pocket, yielding and still warm, a wonder of colours, lay 
a cock pheasant. 

“The beaters of the big shoot didn't miss many. Damned 
if I thought Га get one. If it's any good to your mother 
ГІ be glad. So long now!” 

“So long!” 

For centuries the valley road had endured the slow 
grinding wheels of horse-drawn traffic, but new things 
were on the way. The Boy, his journey half done, stopped 
to watch the hammering monster go by. It was the 
Doctor’s motor-car. Its open green body and great brass 
eyes were something to remember and there was the Doctor 
himself waving to the Boy as the car roared down the hill. 
The Boy thought his nose looked a bit blue between his 
moustache and the huge goggles. 
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Near the end of the seven miles the road rose to challenge 
any man or beast, and the blanched hills closed in to a pit- 
head. High and lifted up, the big wheels were, for a day, 
at peace. Under the shadow of a mountainous slag-heap 
was Gran’s house. She was laying the table for both of 
them when the Boy walked in. Taking his coat she said, 
*"There's a job for vou!" 

“Good, I'll be warmer but not much." 

He took his stool by the high fire and began to baste 
the chicken. He loved the job, lifting the hot savoury 
fat in the long spoon and pouring it over the fowl as it 
turned on the brass Jack. He loved the firelight reflected 
in all the brass adornment about him. The fender and the 
plate stand, the prancing horses flanking the noble line 
of candlesticks on the mantelpiece, and over all the picture 
of the renowned hero of England, Bugler Dunn of the 
South African war. 

"Some more pudding, boy?” 

"And some white sauce, please, Gran.” 

"Spoon out the dish then, it's all for you.” 

What a dinner! At her best his mother was good no 
doubt, but for a taste in the food Gran was the champion 
every time. She sent him into a little side room to find his 
Christmas box. 

Daylight was waning when a horse stopped outside the 
door and Gran slipped outside quickly to speak to the 
visitor. She came in smiling and with her the Minister, 
the finest preacher and horseman in the valley. 

“A ride home for you, boy, with the Minister, but first 
some ginger wine and cakes, to be sure!" 

The Minister knew how to get the best out of clockwork 
engines, as well as horses and congregations, so while he 
sipped Gran's wine he and the Boy set the tiny train spin- 
ning on its silver track. 

“Bur, dear me, where are the passengers?” 

“Will Gran’s dominoes do?” 
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“Better try these.” 

And from his pocket the Minister took out two sugar 
pigs, one pink and one white, and carefully stood one in 
each toy truck. There was a good laugh to sce how solemn 
the pigs were on their journey. 


“Come now, your good mother’s waiting to show you 
a present better than all these. We must hurry; it will be 
dark soon.” 


The Minister placed the Boy in the saddle before him and 
his hunter bore them lightly. The horse was as celebrated 
in the valley as its owner. The gate-keeper had no trouble 
at the level crossing when the Minister took his visiting 
that way, often the Boy had cheered to see the lovely hunter 
put to the white gates and take them like a swallow. It 
was not jumping weather tonight, worse luck, but they 
took a field-track here and there and the miles were 
shortened. 


Lights were in the windows of all the cottages of the 
little village as they passed through, and there was Aunt 
waiting for them, the light from the oil lamp in the kitchen 
throwing her shadow on the hunter's flanks as they reined 
in at the door. The Minister lifted the Boy down and 
watched him run into the house of sorrow which was now 
the home of the new born. 

Jonn Jones. 


| Christmas Greeting \ 


We take this opportunity to wish all our readers, at 
home and overseas, a very Happy Christmas and success 
in their ventures throughout the coming Year. 

1 We also wish to say ‘thank-you’ to all Journal con- 
tributors of articles, news items, letters and pictures, 
and, especially, to our Printers, who have always been 
ready to “take arms against a sea of troubles" on our 
behalf. 5 
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The Darling of the World 


What sweeter music can we bring 
Than a carol, for to sing 

The birth of this our heavenly King! 
Awake the voice! Awake the string: 


We see him come and know him ours, 
Who with his sunshine and his showers 
Turns all the patient ground to flowers. 


Dark and dull night, fly hence away, 
And give the honour to this day, 
That sees December turned to May, 
If we may ask the reason, say: 


The darling of the world is come, 
And fit it is we find a room 
To welcome him. The nobler part 


Of all the house here is the heart: 


Which we will give him, and bequeath 
This holly and this ivy wreath, 
To do him honour who’s our King, 


And Lord of all this revelling. 
Robert Herrick (1647) 


Herrick’s Hesperides, from which these words are taken, 
was performed before Charles 1, ‘in the presence, at 
Whitehall ' 
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— Some further pictures from the Family Album of well known 
= members, taken at an early age before they joined Toc H = 
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Remembered Christmases 


Over the past years, the journeyings of many members have led 
them to spend Christmas in outlandish places. Int response to the 
Editors invitation, some well-known Staff men have over- 
come their natural shyness and here give brief impressions of 
‘Remembered Christmases’. 


Sea and Land 


My MOST MEMORABLE CHRISTMAS? І am пої 
sure that I have one, for two Christmas Days share in my 
mind the epithet ‘memorable’. 


The year is 1940. H.M. Transport Tamoroa is plough- 
ing through the Atlantic on her way to the Middle East. 
Half-a-gale is blowing, and the sea is rough. The time is 
exactly 07.35, and I have just finished giving Communion 
to some eighty officers and men. I begin to say the ‘Gloria’, 
and as the congregation repeats the age-long words “Glory 
be to God on high, and in earth peace, good will towards 
men”, there is the sound of gun-fire. No onc moves. The 
Service proceeds and ends. But what a moment for the 
Von Hippe to choose to open fire on the convoy! 


It is a year later. In the 63rd General Hospital in Cairo 
the carol singers have been going round the wards. We 
come to the ward where the German prisoners are. As 
we enter, the up-patients gct to their feet and stand to 
attention. We explain that we have come to sing carols 
and hope that they will join with us. On this, they hurry 
to their Christmas tree and light the candles. The last 
carol that we sing is “Holy Night". The tears are coursing 
down the cheeks of our enemies. 


Jons Duruam. 


Mirthful Earthquake 


———' 


I CHOOSE CHRISTMAS 1944 and a dinner that began 
with an earthquake and ended with us all laid out with 
laughter. I was spending it on an Assamese tea plantation 
with Scots tea planter folk, surely the most hospitable 
people in the world. The Walkers had been very good to 
me when I was recovering from my wound and I travelled 
five hundred miles each way to spend Christmas with them. 

We sat down eight to dinner, eight and a monkey, that 
is. Noordinary monkey, but a black Hoolek of the Gibbon 
family, tail-less and able to walk erect like a man although 
he only touched ground reluctantly and would cross a room 
by swinging round the picture rail. 

It was just as we sat down that the earthquake happened. 
Everything heaved for a moment and the chandelier swung 
overhead, but that sort of thing was not unusual and as the 
bungalow was earthquake-proof no one was worried. 

Soup was served and the Hoolek climbed up to a high 
shelf to eat his own Christmas dinner—a corncob. Instead 
of sitting down there he exclaimed and pointed indignantly 
to a large rat squatting thereon. So a hunt was organised. 
The doors and windows were shut, everyone took a stick 
or a golf club and the servants were told to bring in the 
two terriers and the one cat of the household and to hold 
them in check until the rat was flushed. The excitement 
was terrific and the animals seemed to realise that much 
was expected of them. Down came the rat, the servants 
let go. and the dogs flew straight at the cat. Round and 
round the table they hurtled, the dogs barking, the cat 
swearing, the servants hollering in Hindustani, the Hoolek 
howling up above and the rest of us just shrieking with 
laughter. Then Walker bawled "Look out for the soup!” 


as the excited monkey dived on to the chandelier and all 


п 5 
х 


TOSS CHE D NIU 
М 23 * 


sorts of stuff began to come down, and we had to fing out 
our napkins to give protection. 


In all this pandemonium the rat got clean away, but 
we weren't very sorry. After all, Ae might have chased 
the dogs and that would have finished us off entirely. 

Joun Carr, 


Thanks for the Babe 
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à CHRISTMAS, 1945. The Cameron Highlands Leave 
Centre, Malaya Command, was now well established. 
Christmas Eve saw parcels packed for distribution to every 


man on leave in the several Toc H houses; ducks, chickens, 
pork, cake, liquid refreshment all ready for the morrow, 
and each house suitably decorated. The truck detailed 
for the carol party had to be supplemerited by two others 
to accommodate the number who wished to go ‘a wassail- 
ing’. The first note of Carol sounded in the wards of 
Мо, 3 L.M.F.T.U., at midnight and ended about 3 a.m. 
Christmas morning echoing across the highland valley 
after we had made our way around the mountain roads 
of Tanah Rata and Brinchang. Vivid memories still, to all 


who were there, but outstanding is the story of Connie. 


5 
| As there was no station Padre I had been asked to conduct 
| the Sunday services. These were held in the chapel of 


the Roman Catholic Convent, now Мо. 3 I.M.F.T.U. The 
C. of E. Army service book was used, and I was a Metho- 
dist lay preacher (a good Toc H arrangement). Some of 
the natives of the local village, Tanah Rata, hearing of 
these services, had asked permission to attend which was 
very gladly given. 1 cannot now remember much of the 
service or the talk, except that it was about the release into 
time of a power of love sufficient to absorb all the evil in 
the world of man. 
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After the service, a delightful young Chinese couple 
talked to me and asked me to visit their home. They had 
a baby daughter, born just a year before, during the days 
of the Japanese occupation, and were anxious to give thanks 
to God—for its one year of life lived under the most appall- 
ing conditions. Having heard something of these condi- 
tions, and scen some of the results, I could well enter into 
their expression of gratitude as together on Boxing Day 
we met in the home, shared with other Chinese relatives, 
and gave thanks for а year of life granted to the babe. It 
was most appropriate that at this Christmastide, in remem- 
bering the Babe of Bethlehem, and Mary and Joseph, these 
Chinese Christians, Eric Wee and his wife, Grace, should 
want to give thanks for their own ‘Babe’, Соппіс. 

Вов Ропгу. 


Cymru ат Byth 


In DECEMBER, 1918, el Kantara on the Suez Canal 
began to assume a new importance for the troops of the 
Egyptian Expeditionary Force. The Turkish Army had 
been routed; the Armistice had been signed and already 
thoughts of home were uppermost in the mind of every 
man. Demobilisation was a slow business in those carly 
days and the machinery appeared to be somewhat difficult 
to set in motion. Conditions at the Demobilisation Centre, 
set up on the outskirts of the standing encampment, how- 
ever, were such that officers and men occasionally felt that 
they were better off in the sandy wilderness of Sinai or the 
stoney hills of Judea, than in a compound where there 
appeared to be little or no order. They were, however. 
homeward bound and for that reason more prepared to 
accept the most trying conditions. 

During the days of the conflict, el Kantara had been an 
important Base and for that reason units of ‘Base Wallahs’ 
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were numerous. Base Wallahs may be trusted to have а 
good time. How often have we heard the P.B.I. speak 
‘unkindly’ of these fellows. Well, a certain Base Unit, 
to which I was attached for rations, realised that Christmas, 
1918, would have to be spent in the salubrious (2) surround- 
ings on the east bank of the Suez Canal, and they made 
suitable preparations. A native town in Egypt was visited 
and a number of turkeys were purchased in good time for 
Christmas, It is important that I should mention that the 
total ration strength of the Unit was less than fifty and 
poultry was bought with this number in mind. In due 
time the Christmas 5савоп approached and the war being 
over, it must occasion no surprise when [ say that the 
Christmas spirit was very much in evidence. The poultry 
arrived and were received into store with great ceremonial. 
Special ice boxes had been prepared and a supply of ice 
obtained. Early on Christmas morning the turkeys were 
examined by the Commanding Officer, the Sergeant Major 
and all the Lance-Corporals, and handed over to the cooks. 
At this stage men could only express their feelings in 
their most natural way. The English shook hands and 
smiled—the Scots were not greatly interested—‘‘wait till 
Hogmanay”, they said—but the Celts gave way to song. 
There were frequent visits to the cookhousc and the care 
with which the birds were being attended duly noted. 


Around about 11.30 a.m., the door of the Sergeants’ 
Mess opened—the place whence the sweet music of Wales 
was being distributed—and a C.Q.M.S. of the Welch 
Regiment asked demurely, and in the best Sam Fairfechan 
accent: “Can you please direct me to the Demobilisation 
Camp?" There was no mistaking the accent, and immedi- 
ately the question was set in the minds of us all—‘‘Can we 
let this chap go to the Demob. Centre today?" The 
question was made more difficult to answer when it was 
found that the C.Q.M.S. was leading a party of twenty- 
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one other ranks, who were miners, for immediate demobi- 
lisation. But this was Christmas morning and the Demob. 
Camp a shambles. Wales won, and the Welshmen were 
invited to join us at Christmas Dinner—but there would 
not be much since we had only bought “jast enough to go 
round". The men of the Welch Regiment had not seen 
such a set of tables for many months and were more than 
grateful, They expressed their gratitude in song and the 
band of about fifty, now increased to over seventy, had a 
very wonderful Christmas Party. Late that evening a tired 
and very well-fed party of twenty-two other ranks set out 
to march to the Demob. Camp. They sang as they marched 
and we returned to our small compound to “count the cost’. 
We had all eaten and were filled. We looked at the 
remains of our poultry and there was left—not seven 
baskets as in the story of the feeding of the five thousand— 
there was left a great joy that filled our hearts, because au 
opportunity to give had not been missed and because there 
reigned over our little camp a spirit of Christmas which 
did not count the cost. E. V. Thomas. 


Christmas Oranges 


Tre TIME is Christmas, 1941, the setting Mersah 
Matruh in the Western Desert, and the unit Eighth Army 
Welfare. We were quartered in what was at one timc a 
rich Egyptian’s summer retreat but was now mostly com- 
posed of rubble, sandbags and corrugated iron—thanks to 
the mercies of the Italian Air Force, both of em! 

Our time was spent in dispensing over a wide area the 
usual Welfare items; making one-of-everything serve where 
ten were needed. For us, there was no such thing as a 
special Christmas ‘issuc’, but the Field Post Offices had 
been busy for days past, handling the kindly Christmas 
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blessings from home; far more valuable than any ‘free 
issue’ from E.F.l. (Yes, that did happen sometimes.) 

Once inside the anteroom of the Mess at the Transit 
Camp with its tasteful murals, one might have imagined 
onesclf in some cosmopolitan bar, just off Piccadilly, There 
was always much good talk, and many exciting adventures 
were related by men who had just got back from the heart 
of the desert, “I remember one night"—and so on. 

On this Christmas Day things were rather quieter than 
usual. We had attended early service in the old Greek 
church, mercifully spared in almost its entirety, and had 
returned there after breakfast for a real Christmas Day 
service. Lunch over, we had the rest of the day to our- 
selves and spent it in writing or re-reading our Christmas 
mail, and wondering! 

We had been invited to the Transit Camp for Christmas 
dinner. À very special favour. We knew that the Messing 
Officer would have something special up his sleeve. The 
dining room was composed of tents strung together and 
furnished with the usual collapsible chairs and tables. 
Nothing special to look at. The menu showed that the 
Messing Officer had done his stuff, but the decorations . . . 
Real live oranges glowing in all their glory amidst luxuri- 
ant green foliage all over the place. Absolutely unbelievable. 
In spite of their extreme scarcity, they were too precious 
to touch, we could only glow with them. Eric Sav wzLL. 


KEY to pictures of When they were Young 


1. Rev, Jous Durnam, Last Anglian Area Padre, 2. Гас 


Savwkrn, Oxford & T.V. Area Secy., 3. Е. G. CurswonTH 
(*Ches), Jest. Editorial Secy.. 4. Jons Carr, West Midlands 
Area Secy., with his younger brother, LESLIE, now Mid- 
Northants District Pilot, 5. Малум ом, South Western Area 
Secy., 6. BEN Mines, London Staff & Forces Secy., 7. Rev. 
Jous Jones, Aent, Surrey & Sussex Arca Padre, 8. COLIN 
STEVENSON, Manchester Area Secy. 
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A Pre-Christmas Job 
Herres A REAL JOB to do”, said the Jobby, “A 
Nursery School wants a lot of toys repaired and re-painted.” 
"Why not bring them to our Works and all make a night of 
it”, said one of the members who happens to be the owner 
of a woodworking factory. 

"O.K.", said everybody—so on September 27, 1950, the 
members of Aston Branch, Birmingham, combined with the 
employees of Arthur Gossage, Ltd., and "made a night of it". 
By 6.30 p.m the "production line’ was in motion—scooters, 
motors, engines, trucks, prams, swings, horses, dogs, cats, and 
every other imaginable toy was being repaired and passed on 
to the painting squad. 

Several hundred toys were done in the one night and the 
overtime by the work's employees was given completely free. 
The Editor of the Birmingham Evening Despatch (to whom 
we are indebted for the use of the above photograph) thought 
it such an unusual thing these days that he printed a full story 


under the heading “They Like No-Pay Overtime!” С.С. 
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Branch Briefs 


A feature of BenkHAMsTED's Twenty-first Birthday celebra- 
tions was “Toc H Televised”, a sketch given by AYLESBURY, 
while Волзі» presented a one-act comedy. 

т At recent LARBERT (Falkirk) meetings, a number of speakers 
including a nurse, a policeman, a District Councillor, a doctor 
and a minister have all taken for their subject “What this 
community needs". 

Fl A Folk Dance, organised by Penritu on behalf of the 
Family Purse, attracted two hundred dancers from the 
surrounding villages and Carlisle. 

y Keso aim at getting a branch of the Old Age Pensioners’ 
Association started on a firm basis and then handing it over 
for the old folk themselves to run. 

Fi A Pass-Card, or a note to Сневітом (Kent) giving details 
of any young National Serviceman posted to Shorncliffe Camp, 
will ensure contact with the Family. Write to: A. J. Bowles, 
7, Woodfield Close, Folkestone, or to the Forces Secretary at 
Headquarters. 

Over a hundred members helped at the Toc H tent during 
NoTTINGHAM’ sS Annual Goose Fair. 

Fl At a recent AMBLESIDE Guestnight the speaker was the 
Lakeland Area Secretary; according to Barrow News “Sir Jan 
Fraser"! 

Fi Since 1927, Yeovit has been continuously responsible for 
the care and repair of the local hospital’s wireless set and a 
hundred pairs of headphones. 

F1 Twenty-one boys, aged between ten and fourteen have 
asked SourHcuurcn to help in providing a Boys’ Club for 
them. 

To collect information required under the National Parks 
and Access to the Countryside Act, Ossett (Yorks) members 
have volunteered to walk the many miles of local footpaths. 

A house-to-house collection for the appeal for Creswell 
Colliery Disaster Fund has been organised Бу Wonxsor. 

ТЇ Weeks of active work by a team of LiskEarp members has 
transformed a derelict room into a comfortable meeting-place. 
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An African Transit 


In WRITING An African Transit, Barkis set out to do 
something difficult, to combine a travel diary of a personal 
nature with a digest of another country’s history and its racial 
complexities. He makes it quite clear that his analysis of these 
complexities, and such opinions as those he has ventured to 
express, are made with just the authority of one who has done 
no more than scratch the surface of a continent, but has 
scratched it with the discernment we have been led to expect 
from him. The chapters in which he has set out problems 
of race and colour, as he saw them, will help all of us to under- 
stand more clearly this background to daily life in East Africa 
and in the South. 


It is, of course inevitable that Englishmen should take an 
interest in conditions affecting the African, and the thoughts 
and experiences of one of our number, recently returned from 
the scene, have a more personal appeal for having emanated 
from within the family circle. If Barkis has been critical he 
has also been at pains to paint the other side of the picture and 
to show the large amount of sacrificial effort being dedicated 
to native welfare by men and women of both white races. 
The man who reads the whole book carefully will not find 
there an over-simplified indictment of white men; if he uses 
the book as ammunition with which to shoot somebody with 
great abandon, he will have misread his lines. The sense of 
tension among Africans in the East is described in a single, 
characteristic sentence: “The simultaneous examples of free- 
dom enlarged in West Africa and curtailed in South Africa 
work like yeast in the East African mind”. 


The descriptions of scenes are, of course, delightfully written, 
and so too are the small incidents which are as fascinating to 
the traveller as they are mundane to the resident. And within 
the total scene Toc H is made to come alive, in terms familiar 
to us all; in terms of jobs being done, of divisions being slowly 
broken, of small numbers but great enthusiasm. 
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Barkis’ intimate style will take you with him оп the 
outward trip, and give you a glimpse of the brittle, nervy 
environment of Nairobi; to Kampala and the beginning of 
the first combined African and European group in East Africa; 
to Dar-es-Salaam, with the foreign ‘feel’ typical of Tangan- 
yika; down to Rhodesia, clear cut and bracing. Here he found 
organised Тос H for the first time in Africa, and there was a 
strong tang in the air and it obviously smelt good. And so to 
Johannesburg and the Union. It is all there to be seen in a 
delightfully painted little miniature. You may not agree with 
it.all, but you will find it very much to your taste. С.М. 


‘Indian Prospect’ 


The WRITER of a letter printed in a recent issuc of 
The Lamp, the magazine of Toc H India and Pakistan, 
queries, in brutally outspoken terms whether the effort to run 
Тос Н in the sub-continent is worth while. ALEC CHURCHER 
in Indian Prospect, a little book just published by Toc H at 
home, gives an answer which any sympathetic reader will find 
convincing. Fle does not minimise the bewildering difficulties 
facing our tiny membership in the midst of a vast population 
which lives largely in poverty beyond our conception. It is 
a membership which has radically changed its character since 
India took charge of her own destiny, a membership no longer 
mainly British but overwhelmingly Indian, especially in the 
South, and the mind which chiefly directs it is ап Indian mind, 
that of our Commissioner, Rajaiah Paul. Toc H is a very 
microscopic minority of a very small minority, the Indian 
Christian Community, but both count for far more than their 
mere numbers, as you will surely feel as you read, for instance, 
Alec’s moving story of Toc H work in the Scavengers’ 
Colony at Palamcottah. There is no field of Toc H life and 
service today more difficult, more adventurous and more 
needing our understanding and any help we can give than 
India or Pakistan. Every member at home should be familiar 
with at least the outlines of our Family over there, and this 
book gives them in a very vivid Way. B.B. 


450 


و و و و و ”~~ 


in parvo multum in parvo multum in parvo multum in parvo multum in pa 
parvo multum 


pein ра Multum in Parvo 775» 


in parvo multum in parvo multum in parvo multum in parvo multum in pa 


yé Twenty-one years ago the first WORLD CHAIN or Їлснт 
was started in Perth, Western Australia. This year the first 
observance is in Adelaide, South Australia, on December 11 
at g p.m. by local time and thence in succession westward 
round the world as it turns. After crossing the date-line, 
the observances continue in New Zealand and in the East of 
Australia on December 12 at g p.m. by local time, when 
they end in Adelaide. Thus the Family marks its own and 
Tubby’s birthdays by this act of witnessing to its unity in 
fellowship and purpose. 

4 Tussy is leaving in mid-December by oil tanker for a two- 
month visit to the Eastern Mediterranean. 

У Padre Norman Mor ey is now beginning his duties as 
Chief Anglican Padre. 

% Padre Сиввт WiLLiaMs, as announced in this number, 
has relinquished his Staff duties after twenty-seven years, but 
is still ‘very much in Toc H’. He is taking duty at the British 
Church in Naples for the winter months. 

У The Rev. A. А. Н. Durr, who has been working for the 
Industrial Christian Fellowship, has been appointed to the 
staff of Toc Н and will be the Mark Padre resident at 
Brotherton House, Leeds, in the West Yorkshire Area. 

МО A Тос H Services Club is to be set up in GIBRALTAR. 
Visitors should make their way towards Europa Point and see 
if they can help. 

У Members from Overseas visiting Great Britain in 1951 
arc invited to book a weck or a fortnight betwcen July 31 and 
August 28 for a ‘refresher’ in the historic Бавмнам CASTLE in 
Surrey, thirty six miles from London. 

V GENERAL MEMBERS, both Area and Central, are asked to 
pay their annual subscriptions for 1951 on January 1, either to 
their Area Members’ Secretary or to the General Members' 
Secretary at Headquarters. 


451 


uc un 0 — | 


GERA Я 

ME 1 he Central Executive have set up a small team to examine 
the MACHINERY’ of the movement. Evidence of good and evil 
is being sought. , 


Yê This is the month when Brancu MEMBERSHIP FoR 1950 AND 
1951 should be reviewed and renewed. 


Ы As a THANK-OFFERING for his wife's recovery from a serious 
illness, a member has given Toc H a donation of £50 and a 
Builder’s annual subscription of five guineas under decd of 
covenant. 

М “Віоор TRANSFUSION: The Growth and Uses of a Vital 
National Service”: An article in The Times states: “Offers 
(by donors) can be made at regional transfusion centres, the 
addresses of which can be found at post offices or through the 
local offices of several voluntary organisations, such as the St. 
John Ambulance Brigade, the British Red Cross Socicty, 
W.V.S., or Toc H.” 


The Elder Brethren 


BaiN.—On November 23, Sir FREDERICK Bain, M.C., aged бі, 
Vice-President and for many years chairman of the Festival 
Committee. Elected 1.1.’23. 


ВилсїлеЕЕ--Ол October 7, Fren ВилсиЕБ, aged 57, a 
former Chairman of Kirkstall Branch. Elected 16.6.'45. 

Dancer.—On November 8, James Epwarp Dancer, aged 72, 
a member of Warlingham Branch. Elected 3.3.47. 

Hounxiw.—On October 28, the Rt. Rev. Јоѕерн WELLINGTON 
HUNKIN, о.в.в., M.C., Lord Bishop of Truro, aged 63, a member 
of South Western Area General Branch. Elected т.6.'28. 

Marxs.—On November 4, the Rev. Ecprep Ernest Marks, 
formerly Padre of Kenilworth Branch. Elected 9.4.35. 

Meyricx-Jones—On October 25, the Rev. FREDERICK 
Meyrick-Jonss, aged 84, the Padre of Shaftesbury Branch. 
Elected 6.7.33. 
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SrtATER.—On October 29, Mervyn SLATER, aged 43, a mem- 
ber of Middleham (Yorks.) Branch. Elected 30.6.139. 


Tuomas.—On October 26, ALBERT Tuomas, aged 63, a 
member of Merthyr Tydfil Branch. Elected 18.3. 33. 


Travis.—On October 21, Mrs. W. H. Travis, a great and 
generous friend of Toc H and to succeeding generations of 
Marksmen in Manchester and Salford. 


“УУнттЕнЕАр.--Ол October 6, Herserr WHITEHEAD, aged 
57, the late Secretary of Holbeck Branch. Elected 8.9.45. 


In Memoriam: Joseph Hunkin. 


«| knew Hunkin as a brother officer in the first world war 
when he was serving in France, first as chaplain to the artillery 
of 29 Division, and then as senior chaplain to the Division. 
I doubt whether any survivor of that battle-tried formation 
could name a more selfless and courageous man. He would 
trudge all day, a slight figure, bent a little under a haversack 
stuffed with medical comforts and light literature, visiting 
all parts of the line. By night his determination to bury the 
dead brought him and others into many uncomfortable spots. 
During the counter-attack at Cambrai he and another officer 
walked into a German aid post and boldly demanded Їсаус to 
remove British wounded. It was given. 


“There was no evidence that he ever felt fear. A book which 
I lent him, God the Invisible King, by Н. С. Wells, so stimu- 
lated his passion for argument that, happening to find me 
when I was starting to lay out a telephone wire during the 
battle of Passchendaele, he insisted on coming too for no other 
purpose than to discuss it. For two or three hours shelling, 
and occasional machine-gun fire from a German plane, merely 
increased his eloquence. He found my answers curt and inade- 
quate, and went away chuckling impishly with pleasure at 
what he considered a victory in argument. We loved him 
much as a hero, much as a very human saint, and perhaps a 
little as a mascot.” 
—The Warden of Merton College, Oxford, 
writing in The Times, 8.11. 60. 
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In Memoriam: Sir Frederick Bain 


Ten days before the event the Festival Committee met to 
give the final touches, with Freddie Bain in the chair as he 
had been year after year since early days. But when the 
Festival came we had to be content with а gallant message, 
which he sent to the Family Gathering as he lay in Westminster 
Hospital with three broken ribs and in great pain. In the 
interval this one-armed guest had fallen heavily at the Pilgrim 
dinner to the American Ambassador. Four days after our 
Festival he relapsed and died. 

Freddie was a great Scotsman, both in the grit which made 
his career from humble beginnings and in his love of learning. 
At the age of 12 he was spending his evenings reading in 
the Banff Mechanics’ Institute, and when, at 17, the death of 
his father destroyed his hopes of a university career, he went 
into the fertiliser business but found time to attend lectures 
at Aberdeen University. Later he was recognised as a fine 
Shakespearean scholar and a great lover of the best English 
literature. He married Isabel Adami, daughter of the Vice- 
Chancellor of Liverpool University, herself a poetess and a 
very beautiful character, whose death in 1945 struck him a 
terrible blow. "Their only son, David, survives. 

At the same time he was always a man of action. As a 
territorial sergeant of the Gordon Highlanders he went to 
France in 1914, soon won a commission and a Military Cross, 
lost an arm in action and returned to become Deputy 
Director of Chemical Warfare. In the second War again he 
was appointed chairman of important committees in the 
Ministries of Production and of Supply. In days of great 
difficulty, 1947 to 1949, he led British industry as President 
of the Federation of British Industries; at the time of his death 
he was Deputy Chairman of Imperial Chemical Industries. 

“Nobody”, says The Times, “less like the old idea of the 
creat industrial and commercial leader could be imagined 
than this tall, spare, informal and approachable Scotsman. 
And the Odserver a couple of years ago said of him, | He has 
little interest in the stock market side of finance, but immense 
interest in human nature. Staff and labour problems—he 
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loathes the word personnel—are, after chemistry, his favourites, 
and Capital has no representative more sensitive to the needs 
of the worker." Tt was this genuine love of men which drew 
Freddie at Liverpool into boys’ club work, and which, for 
twenty-seven years, made him a sterling member of Toc H 
and an example of its Christian ideal. He acknowledged his 
debt to it in the very successful broadcast appeal he made on 
our behalf in 1948. With proud thanksgiving . . . 
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Floral Publicity ‘Down Under’ 


Eacu SEPTEMBER, durin 


: the first flush of spring, ғ 
Festival of Flowers is held in i SPEO 


| Adelaide, capital city of South 
Australia. For three days the city is bedecked in a thousand- 


and-one ways. Buildings in main streets arc gay with window- 
boxes, shops are flower-decorated inside and out; huge 
troughs of beautiful flowers are in places of vantage; girls 
distribute floral sprays ad lib. in the streets. In Victoria Square, 
which lies in the centre of this precisely-laid out city, emblems 
of well-known associations and organisations are constructed 
of flowers for all to admire. This year, for the first time, a 
Toc H emblem made its appearance, and here we reproduce 
a photograph of it, although it cannot do full justice. 


зо эрд 
‚ 4 Уёгу 
^ 


12$. !2 
ome oe Py, Ё 
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This replica of the Toc Н badge was OU ME ми 
саас Hyacinths (muscaria) for the PS Mc 
f showy orange Calendulas (marigolds 2 рені 
чен this was a wide octagon of У" паа 
with superimposed, three dozen of the ae Xp E 
white Camellias. An edging of pale laven g 
pleted the emblem. 
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Flowers were contributed by many Branch members, and 
the artistry was the combined work of both men's and women's 
sections in South Australia. The convenor says it was the 
happiest combination he had ever experienced! 

Many thousand sightseers thronged the displays by night 
and day, and as they came to our emblem which bore a floral 
name-plate (although this does not appear in the photograph), 
many were heard to ask the old question “What is Toc H?” 
Replies were quite varied; at least two small children thought 
the Lamp was a bird! So our emblem had advertising value. 

P. Passmore. 


Still ‘Soldiering On’ 


Ir SEEMS hardly like five years since the biggest job in 
the history of Toc H was at its height, with Toc H Clubs all 
the way from Iceland to Hong Kong doing an immensely 
important job among the men and women of the Services. 

The thousands of Toc H men and women and the friends 
who helped them in all the hectic activities of those times will 
rejoice that although the great bulk of our work was "for 
hostilities only” the good tradition they built up is being well 
maintained by the small but very efficient team of Toc H men 
and women who are still working out in B.A.O.R. 

Being an efficient piece of machinery it doesn’t make a 
great deal of noise these days and so it is good that Cres has 
set down for our interest an account of the present-day work 
in his booklet Soldiering On. 

Our work with the Services has always been in keeping 
with our principle of unselfish service. We have never had 
any axe to grind, whether of commercial profit or of deliberate 
‘fishing’ for new members of Toc H. The important con- 
sideration is always the men themselves and their needs. || 

Our wartime workers who found the war and their part in 
it just one mad rush will envy our present team their com- 
paratively static conditions and their opportunity of digging 
their friendships deeper. Soldiering On will leave no doubt 
that they are taking their chances with both hands. Ј.С. 


457 


на н 


Seven Questions—II] 


The last of three games to help Branch members 
to test their general knowledge of Toc H. The 
two previous sets of “Seven Questions” were pub- 
lished in October and November. 


15. Who are any four of these? (a) Our Central 
Councillor (b) The Hon. Treasurer of Toc H 
(c) The Patron of Toc H (Women's Section) 
(d) The Chairman of our Area (or Divisional) 
Executive (e) One of the three Trustees of 
Toc Н (f) The Editor of the Toc H Journal. 

. What does this signify? Toc Н, C.V.W.W., 
B.A.O.R. 

. What is a decd of covenant and how does 
it work? 

. Complete this phrase: “То mitigate by habit 
of mind...” 

. Who wrote? (a) The Time has Come (b) 
Toc H under Weigh (c) Thinking about 
Toc Н (d) The Birth of a Movement. 

. What happened on four of these dates? 
(a) July 30, 1915 (b) December 8-9 and 29-30, 
1940 (c) October 31, 1950. (d) December 14, 
1922 (с) December 12, 1885 (f) November 
12, 1950. 

. Name two overscas journals of Toc H апа 
the countries in which they are published. 


The answers to all three sets of questions can 
be found by referring to the Toc H Diary, 
the Signpost, the JOURNAL and other current litera- 
ture, or by sending a stamped adressed envelope 
to “Seven Questions”, Toc Н, 47 Francis Street, 
London, $. W 1. 
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Тос Н Journal 


m The Open Hustings 


The Editor welcomes letters on alt matters concerning Тос Н. 
/1 is regretted that, for lack of space, a number of letters have had fo 


be held over until next month, 


Communist Speakers 
Dear Eprror, 

Г feel that the whole question 
of inviting Communist speakers, 
or for that matter anyhody with 
anti-Christian views, to address 
‘Toc Н mectings is so serious as 
to warrant a full statement. If 
the members of our Movement 
have already made up their minds 
that they do not wish to have 
anything to do with Communism, 
then it is a sheer waste of time 
inviting а speaker on this subject. 
If they have not made vp their 
minds then clearly there is a 
danger in inviting a speaker. 
That Communism presents a 
danger to our Democratic way of 
life and to onr Christian ideals 
must surely be clear from the 
Statements made against it by 
several of our National Leaders, 
and from the events of con- 
temporary history. 

l trust that I have made it 
clear that Р think it right and 
proper to invite Communists to 
attend Toc H meetings. I have 
по wish to keep anyone out, or 
to restrict the subjects discussed 
by members. I think it is a vastly 
different thing to provide a plat- 


| 


form for the propagation of a 
doctrine which obviously is so 
contrary to the ideals on which 
the Toc Н movement was 
founded. 

Manchester. Nem) ERICE 


Well Met 
Deak рок, 

While journeying to this hot 
bright and expensive country, 1 
fell into conversation with a man 
from Los Angeles, who was very 
impressed by something that had 
happened to him in London. He 
told me how he had first accosted 
a perfect stranger merely to ask 
the way, and how this stranger 
had accompanied him to help 
him find his hotel. The stranger 
mentioned that he happened to 
be employed at a museum, and 
would be glad to escort the 
American there on the follow- 
ing day. Something arose which 
made the American realise that 
his English friend was giving up 
a day's holiday on his account. 
He presed the Englishman to 
tell him why he did this. The 
latter ultimately said “Well, 1 
belong to an organisation called 
‘Toc e Fren JErrs. 
Compton, California, U.S.A. 
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CHRISTMAS CARDS i , 


E. 


There is still time to order Toc H Christmas Cards. 
From stock we can offer limited supplies of these previous 
designs: И ` 


2s. Od. per set, postage free. 
(b) Crested Cards, with ward ‘Greetings’ printed 


inside, complete with envelopes. 
3s. Od. per dozen, postage free. 


(a) Sets of six Assorted Cards, with envelopes. it 


Please send orders early, with cash, direct to: 
‘Christmas Cards’, Toc Н, 47 Francis Street, Landan, 
S.W.1. 


TOC H DIARY 


If you have not already ordered your Diary for 1951, Lu 
please do so without delay before the stock is sold out. 

The cost is 3s. Od. postage free. No further orders can 

now be accepted for diaries fitted with a pencil. 


OVERSEAS JOURNALS 


Тос H overseas journals and magazines can now be 
supplied to new subscribers in Britain direct from London 
Headquarters. 


"The Compass" (Southern Africa) 5s. Od. 


м 

5 

: 
“The Lamp" (India, Pakistan, Burma 

у 

й 


and Ceylon) 55. Od. 
“The Link” (Australia) 6s. Od. 
"Toc H New Zealand" 5s. Od. 


The above prices are for a full year's subscription, 
to commence at any time, and include the cost of 
postage. 


MO MA rA d MO i eem lere E EERE 


JOURNAL i 
The Тос H Journal is published monthly, and a year's 
subscriptian costs only 5s. 04., past free. Articles, 
sketches, photographs and Ictters to the Editor are warmly 
welcomed. 
Editorial Office: 
Toc Н, 47 Francis Strect, London, 5.М/.1. 
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New Publications . . . 


On The Wa 
y 15. 6d., post 2d. 


By Herbert Leggate. A re-statement of the 
spiritual foundations of Toc H, and an explana- 
tion of the Movement's purpose. 


An African Transit 


2s. 6d., post 3d. 


By Barclay Baron. A picture of the wide-spread 
Family in East and Southern Africa, outlining 
some of their problems. 


Soldiering On ! 
Is. Od., post 2d. 


By F. G. Chesworth. Impressions of the work 
of Toc H on service with the Forces in B.A.O.R. 
today. 


Indian Prospect 
15. 6d., post 24. 
By Alec Churcher. An account, based on the 


“Journal” articles, of his visit to Toc Н in India 
and Pakistan. 


Toc H Annual, No. | 


21s. Od., post free 


A book in Braille for blind members and friends, 
containing a wide selection of interesting 
articles. 


OBTAINABLE FROM: 


Toc H Publications Dept., 
47 FRANCIS STREET, S.W.1. 


ИТАС ОЛКЕ 


